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1 
SCENE, Baptiſta's Houſe. 
Enter Baptiſta, Petruchio, and Grumio, 

Bap. HUS have I, gainſt my on ſelf - intereſt, 

Repeated all the worſt you are tꝰ expect 
From my ſhrewd daughter, Cath'rine : if you'll ven- 
Maugre my plain and honeſt declaration, ture, 
You have my free conſent, win her, and wed her, 

Pet. Signior Baptiſta, thus it ſtands with me 
Anthonio, my father, is deceaſed: 
You knew him well, and knowing him, know me 
Left ſolely heir to ali his lands and goods, 

Which I have better'd, rather than decreas'd ; 
And I have thruſt myſelf into the world, 
Haply to wive and thrive as beſt I may: 

My buſineſs aſketh haſte, old Signior, 

And ev'ry day 1 cannot come to wooe. 

Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That cov'nants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Yes, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
My daughter's love, for that is all in all. 

Per. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory, as ſhe proud-minded; 

And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury. 
Tho' little fire grows great with little wind, 
Vet extreme guſts will blow out fire and all; 
So I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me; 

For I am rough, and wooe not like a babe. 

Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he'tells you flatly what 
his mind is: Why give fm gold enough, and marry 
him to a puppet, or an old trot with ne'er a tooth 
in her head. Tho” ſhe have as many diſeaſes as two 
and fifcy horſes ; why nothing comes amiſs, ſo mo- 
ney comes withal. 

Bap. As I have ſhew'd you, Sir, the coarſer fide, 
Now let me tell you ſhe is young and beauteous, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a gentlewoman z 
Her only fault (and that is fault enough) 

Is that ſhe is intolerably froward; 
If that you can away with, the is yours. 

Cru. I pray you, Sir, let him ſee her while the 
humour laſts. O'my word an' ſhe knew bim as well 
as I do, ſhe would think ſcolding would do little good 
upon him. She may perhaps cail him half a ſcore 
knaves, or ſoz why, that's nothing; an' he begin 
once, ſhe Il find her match. I'll tell you what, Sir, 
an' the ftand him but alittle, he will throw a figure 
in her face, and ſo disfigure her with it, that ſhe 
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My daughter Catharine, and her muſic- maſter; 


She is an enemy to harmony. 


n 


NE. 
NATHANIEL. P 


PzTER. 
N1cxoLAS. 
PariLiy. 
Joszrn. 
CATHARINE. 
Bianca. 
CurTIs. 


PERSO 


Bap. And will you wooe her, Sir? 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt my ears? 
Have I not, in my time, heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the ſea puff'd up with winds? 
Have I not heard great ord'nance in the field?, 
And Heav'n's artillery thunder in the ſkies? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpetsclangue! 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; | 
That gives not half ſo great a blow to hear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tuſh, tuſh! ſcare boys with bugs. 

Bap. Then thou'rt the man, 
The man for Cath'rine, and her father too: 
That ſhall ſhe know, and know my mind at once, 
I'll portion her above her gentler faſter, 


And if with ſcurril taunt, and ſqueamiſh pride, 
She make a mouth, and will not taſte her fortune, 
I'll turn her forth to ſeek it in the world; 
Nor henceforth ſhall ſhe know her father's doors. 
Pet. Say'ft thou me ſo? Then as your daughter, 
Is rich enough to be Petruchio's wife, [ Signior, 
Be ſhe as curſt as Socrates' Zantippe, 
She moves me not a whit—were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatic ſeas, 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. [ſpeed; 
Bap. Well may'ſt trou wooe, and happy be thy 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 
Pet. Aye, to the proof, as mountains are for 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow perpetually. [winds, 
Catharine and tbe Muſic-Maſter male a Noiſe within, 


M. M. [#ithin.] Help! help! 
Cath. ¶ Within. ] Out of the houſe, you ſcraping 
Pet. What noiſe is that? [ fool, 


Bap. Ob, nothing; this is nothing 
This is the third I've had within this month; 


Enter Muſic- Maſter. 
— How now, friend, why doſt look ſo ? 
M. M. For fear, I promiſe you, if I do look pale. 
> 2 What, will my daughter prove a good muſi- 
. M. I think ſhe Ii ſooner prove a ſoldier; [cian? 
{ron may hold with her, but never lutes. 
Bap. Why then thou eanſt not break her to the lute? 
M. M. Why, no; for the hath broke the lute to 


ſhall have no more eyes to ſee withal than a cate 
You know him not, Sir. | 


I did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, Ce. 


And — het hand, to teachrher üngering, 
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2 
When.with a-moſtimpatieat, deviliſh ſpirit, [cap 1 
Frets call you thiem ? quoth the, I'!1 fret your fool's 
And with that word, ſhe-ſtcuck me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 

As on a piiſory, looking thro' the lute: 

While hd did cal! me raſcal-fidter, 

And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile terms, 

As the had ſtudied co miſuſe me fo. 

Pet. Nov , by the world, it is a luſty wench, 

I love her ten times more than &er I did; 

Oh, how I long to have a grapple with her! 

M. H. I wou'd not make another trial with her, 

To purchaſe Padua; for what is paſt, 

I'm paid ſufficiently : if at your Iciſure, 

You think my broken fortines, head and lute, 

Delerve ſome reparation, you know where 

T' enquire for me—and ſo; good gehtlemen, 

1 am, your much diſorder'd, humble ſervant. Exit. 
Bap. Not yet mov'd, Petruchio! do you flinch? 
Pet. I am more and more impatient, Sit; and long 

To be a partner in theſe favourite pleaſures: 

Bap. O, by all means, Sir—will you go with me, 
Or ſhall 1 ſend my daughter'Kate to you? 
Per. Ipray you de, | will attend her here. { Ex. Bap. 
—Grumio, retire, and wait my call within. 
. | Init Grumio. 
» Since that her father is ſo teſolute, 

I'll wooe her with ſome ſpirit when the comes: 

Say that ſhe rail, why then, 1'i1 cell her plain 

She ſings as ſweetly as a-nightingale ; 

Say that he frown, I'll ſay ſhe looks as clear 

As morning roſes, newly waſh'd with dew ; 

Say the be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 

Then l' commend her volubiliry, 

And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing elogrenct, 

If ſhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 

As tho' ſhe bid me Ray by her a week; 

If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the diy a 

When l ſhall aſk the banns, and when be married, 

But here ſhe comes, and now, Petruchio, ſpeak: 

Enter Catharine, houſe ! 
Cath. How | turn'd adrift, nor know my father's 

Reduc'd to this, or none, the maid's laſt prayer; 

Sent to be woo'd like bear unto the ſtake ! 

Trim wooing like-to be !-——and he the bear, 

For | ſhall bait him yet the man's a man, 

Pet. Kate ina calm! maids muſt not be wooers. 

Good morrow, Kate, for that's your name I hear. 
Cath. Well have you head, but impudent!y ſaid; 

They call me Cutharine, that do talk of me. 
Pet. Youlye in faith, for you are calFd plain Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt, 

But Kate—the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom. 

Take this of me, Kave of my confolation ! 

Hearing thy mildne(s prais'd in ev'ry town, 

T by virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 

Thy affability, and bathful modeſty, 

Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs) 
yſelf am mov'd to wooe thee for my wife. 
Cath. Mov'd ! in good time; let him that moy'd 
you hither, 

Remove you hence ! I knew you at the firſt, 

You were a moveable. X 

Pet. A moveable ! Why, what's that . 
Cath. A joint-itool. . 
Pet. Thau haſt hit it ; come, fit on me. 
Cath. Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are yhOu. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 

Alas, good Kate, Iwill not burden thee; 

For knowing thee th be but yoong and light. 
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Pet. Come: cothe, you wafh; i'faith you ate too an- 
Cath. If The waſpiſh, beff beware my fting. [sry. 
Pet. My. remedy, then, is to-pluck it out. 
Cath, Aye, if the fool cou'd find it where it lies. 
Pet. The fool knows where the honey is; ſweet 
Kate; [Offers to kif ber. 
Cath. 'Tis not for drones to taſte. 
Pet. That will I try. [be ftrikes bim. 
[ ſwear ['l] cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Nay, come, Kate, come; ydu muſt not look fo ſour. 
| Cath. How can | help it, when I ſee that face! 
But I'll be ſhock'd no longer with the fight. [ Going. 
Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate; in ſooth you ſcape not 
; Cath. I chafe you, if I tarry; let me go. [ ſo. 
' Pet, No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle; 
'T'was told me you were rough; and coy, and ſulle z 
And now [ find report a very liar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But flow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flow'rs; 
Thou can't not frown, thou can'ſt not Took aſcance, 
Nor bite the lip as angry wenches will; 
Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk : 
But thou with mildnefs entertain'ſt thy wooers, 
Wich gentle conf'rence, ſoft and affable, [me. 
Cath. This is beyond all patience; don't provoke 
Per, er the world report that Kate doth 
im 
Oh, ſland'rous world! Kate, like the hazle twig, 
Is ſtraight, and ſlendet, and as brown in hue 
As hazle nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels. 
O let me ſee thee walk; thou do'ſt not halt. 
Cath. Ge, fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber, with her princely gait? 
Oh, be thou Nian, and let her be Kate, 
And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian' ſportful. 
Cath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech ? 
Per. It is extempore, from my mother wit. 
| Cath, A witty mother, witleſs elſe het ſon. 
Pet. Am I not wiſe ? 
Cath. Yes, in your own conceit; 
Keep yourſelf warm with that, or elſe you'll freeze. 
Pet. Or rather warm me in thy arms, my Kate ! 
And therefore, {etting ali this chat aſide, 
Thus in plaia terms; your father hath conſented 
That-you ſhall be my wife; your dowry *greed on, 
And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Cath. Whether 1 will or no !—C© fortune's ſpite! 
Pet. Nay, Kate, 1 am a huſband for your turn; 
For by this light, whereby I ſee thy beavty, 
(by beauty that doth make me like thee well) 
Thou muſt be married to no an but me; 
For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate, 
Cath. That will admit diſpute, my ſaucy groom. 
Pet, Hers comes your father; never make denia}, 
I muſt and will have Cath'rine to my wife. 
Enter Baptiſta, [daughter ? 
Bap. Now, Signior, now, how ſpeed you with my 
Pet. How ſhou d I ſpeed but well, Sir? how; bur 
11 were impoſſible I ſhoald ſpeeLamiſs. [well ? 
Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catharine, in 
your dumps ? 
Cath. Call you me daughter? Now I promiſe you, 
You've ſhew'd a tender, fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half lunatic; 
A 2 ruſſi an, and a ſwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face che matter out, 
Bap. Better this Jack then ſtarve, and that s your 
portion | 


That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; 
if ſhe be curſt, it is for policy - 


Cath. Too light for ſuch a fwain as you tc catch, 
| Lung. 


— 


for the's not froward, but modeſt as the dove z > 


Pet. Father, 'tis thus; yourſelf and all the world” 
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She is not hot, hut temperate as the morn ; 4 
For patience, the will prove a ſecond Griſſel, | 
And Roman Lucrece, for her chaſtity'z ' 
And, to conclude, we've 'greed ſo well together, 
We have fix'd to-morrow-for the wedding-day. 
Cath. #'ll ſee thee hang'd to-morrow, tuft—T o- 
morrow ! 5p 
Bap. Petruchio, hark; the ſays the'll ſee thee 
Is this your ſpeeding? { hang'd firſt ; 
Pet. Oh! be patient, Sir! 
If ſhe and 1 be pleas'd, what's that to you? 
*Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone, 
That the ſhall ſtill be curs'd in company. 
Cath. A plague upon his impudence ! I'm vex'd— 
I'll marry my revenge, but Iwill tame him. { Aſide. 
Pet. I tell you, tis incredible to believe 
How much the loves me; oh! the kindeſt Kate 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs, = 
She vied ſo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 
Oh ! you are novices; tis a world to ſee 
How tame, when men and women are alone 
Give me thy band, Kate! will now away 
To buy apparel for my gentle bride 
Father, provide the feaft, and bid the gueſts. 
Bap. What doſt thou ſay, my Catharine? Give 
thy hand. x 
Cath. Never to man ſhall Cath'rine give her hand: 
Here tis, and let bim take it an he dare, 
Pet. Were it the fore - foot of an angry bear, 
I'd ſhake it off; but as it is Kate's, I kits it. 
Cath, You'll kiſs it cloſer, ere our moon be wain'd. 
Bap. Heav'n ſend you joy, Petruchio-- tis a match. 
Pet. Father, and wife, adieu. I muſt away, 
Unto my country-houſe, and ſtir my grooms, 
Scower their country-ruſt, and make 'em fine, 
For the reception of my Catharine. 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array. 
- To-morrow, Kate, ſhall be our wedding-day. 
. Exit Petruchio. 
Bap. Well, daughter, tho' the man be ſomewhat 
And thereto frahtic, yet bis means are great. b hens 
Thou haſt done well to ſeize the firſt kind offer; 
For, by thy mother's ſou!; twill be the latt. 
Cath. My duty, Sir, bath followed your command, 
Bap. Art thou in earneſt ? haſt no trick behind ? 
I'll take thee at thy word, and ſend t'invite 
My ſon- in-law, Hortenſio, and thy fiſter, 
And all our friends to grace thy nuptials, Kate. 
[ Exit Baptiſta, 
Cath. Why, yes; ſiſter Bianca now ſhall ſee, 
The poor abandon'd Cath'rine, as the calls me, 
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Unto a mad-brain rudeſby, full of ſpleen, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means ts wed at leiſure, 
1 told you, I—be was a frantic fool, 4 
Hiding bis bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 
And to be noted for a merry man, 
Hel wooe a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yea and proclaim the bann 
Vet never means to wed where he bath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world point at poor Catharine, 
And ſay, Lo! there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pieaſe him come and marry her. 
Bi. Such haſty matches ſeldom end in good. 
Hor. Patience, good Cath'rine—and Bianca too; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, . 
Whatever; fortune ſtays him from his word ; 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe ; 
Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 
Cath. Wou'd I had never ſeen his honeſty. 
Oh! 1 could tear my fleſh tor yery madneſs. 
x [Ei Catharige. 
Bap. Follow your fiſter, girl, and comfort her. 
# Exic Bianca, 
I cannot blame thee now to weep and rage, 
For ſuch an injury would vex @ ſaint; 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. . 
Hor. Was ever match clapt up ſo ſuddenly ! 
Bap. Hortenſio; faith, I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deip' rate mart, 
Her. "Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; 
*T will bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. 
Bap. The gain I ſeek is quiet in the match, 
Hor. No doubt Petruchio's got a quiet catch. 
. Enter Biondello. 
Bion. Maſter, maſter, news; and ſuch news as 
you never heard of. 
Bap. Is Petruchio come? 
Bion. Why, no, Sir, 
Bap. What then? 
Bion. He is coming; but how? Why in a new 
hat, and an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, thrice 
turned; a pair of boots that have been candle caſes, 
one buckled, another lac'd; an old ruſty ſword, ta'en 
out of the town armoury, with a broken hilt, and 
chapeleſs, with two broken points; his horſe hipp'd 


| with an old mothy ſadele, the ſtirrups of no kin- 


dred ; beſides poſſeſs'd with the glanders, and like 
to mole in the chine, troubled with the lampaſſe, in- 
fected with the farcy,full of wind-galis, ſped with ſpa- 
vins, raied with the yellows, paſt cure of the fives, 
ftark ſpoiled with the Raggers, be-gnawn with the 
bots, waid in the back and ſhoulder- ſhotten, near 
legg d before; and with a half check'd bit, and a 


Can hold her head as high, and be as proud, head-ſtall of ſheep-leather, which being reſtrained, 


And make her huſband Roop unto her lure, 
As the, or e er a wife in Padua. 

As double as my portion be my ſcorn 
Look to your ſeat, Petruchio, or 1 throw you. 
 Cath'rine ſhall tame this haggard or if the fails, 
Shall tie her tongue up, and pare down her naiis. 
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Enter Baptiſta, Hortenſio, Catharine, Bianca, and 
Attendants . 


Bap. CIGNIOR Hortenhio, this is the pointed day, 
8 That Cath'rine and Petruchio ſhould be mar- 
And yet we hear not of our ſoni-in-Jaw. [ried; 
What will be faid ? what mockery will it be, 
+ want the bridegroom when the prieſt attends 

o ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 


What fays Hortenfio to this ſhame of ours ? [ forc'd 


to keep bim from ſtumbling, hath been often burſt, 

and now repaired with — girt fix times 

piec'd; and a woman's cruppe 

hath two letters for her name, fairly ſet down ia 

{tuds, and here and there piec'd with packthread. 
Bap. Who comes with him ? | 
Hion. O, Sir, his lacquey, for all the world-capa- 

riſon'd like the horſe, with a linen ſtock on one leg, 


a red and blue liſt, an old hat, and the humour of 
forty fancies prick'd upon it for a feather j a mon- 
ſter a very monſter in Jppatel, and not like a chriſ- 
tian footboy, or a gentleman's lacquey. - : 


Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 
Enter Petruchio, and Grumio, fantaſtically babited. 
Per. Come, where be theſe gallants? Who is at 
Ba- You're welcome, Sir, [home ? 


Pet. Well am I come then, Sir. 
Bap. Not ſo well *parell'd as 1 wiſh you were. 


Cath. No ſhatne but mine; 1 muſt, forſooth, be | 


To give my hand oppor'd againſt my heart, 


_ 


Per, Why were it better, I hould ruſh in thus: 
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of velure, which 


and a keriey boot hoſe on the other, gartered with 
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But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 
How does my father? Oentles, methinks you frown: 
And wheretſore gaze this goodly company; 
A if they ſaw ſome wond'rous monument, 
Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? [ day. 
Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your wedding- 
Fictt, we were ſad, fearing you would not come; 
Now ſaodet, that you come: ſv unprovided. 
Fye | doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate 
An eye · ſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 
Hor. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you flom your wife. 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourlelf ? 
Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Let it ſuffice, I'm come to keep my word; 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears; tis time we were at church. 
Hor. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 
Pet. Not I, believe me, thus III viſit her. 
Bap. But thus | truſt you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good ſooth, even thus; therefore ha' done 
with words; 
To. me ſhe's married, not unto my clothes: 
Could I repair what the will wear in me, 
As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
*T were well for Kate, and better for myſelf. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, 
When I ſhould bid good morrow to my bride, 
And ſeal the titie with a lovely kiſs !— 
What ho! my Kate! my Kate ! [ Exit Pet. 
Hor. He hath ſome meaning in this mad attire :; 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 
Bap. 1'll after him, and ſee the event of this. 
[ Exeunt all but Grumio. 
Cru. He's gone ſwearing to church with her. 1 wou'd 
ſooner have led her to the gallows. If he can but 
hold it,*tiewell—andifI know any thing of myſelf and 
maſter, no two men were ever born with ſuch qua- 
lities to tame women. When Madam goes home, 
we muſt look for another-guiſe maſter than we have 
had. We ſhall ſee old coil between em. If I can 


ſpy into futurity a little, there will be much clatter 


among the moveables, and ſome practice for the 

ſurgeons, By this the parſon has given em his li- 

cenſe to fall together by the ears. . 

Enter Pedro. 

Ped. Grumio, your mafter bid me find you out, 
and ſpeed you to his country-houſe, to prepare for 
his reception, and if he finds not things as he expects 
'em, according to the directions that he gave you, 
you know, he ſays, what foliows: this metiage he 
delivered before his bride, e en in her way to church, 
and ſhook his wiſip in token of his love. 

Cru. I underſtand it, Sir, and will tonvey the 
ſame token to my horſe immediately, that he may 
take to his heels, in order to ſave my bones, and his 

. Own ribs. [Exit Grumio. 
Ped. So odd a maſter, and fo fit a man, 

Were never ſeen in Padua before. 

Enter Biondello. 

Now, Biondello, came you from the church? 
Bion, As williogiy as e'er 1 came from ſchool. 
2 is the bride, and bridegroom coming 

ome ? | 
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Should aſk if Catharine ſhould be his wife ; 
Aye, by gog's-wounds, quoth he, and iwore ſo loud, 
That all amaz'd, the prieſt let fall his book ; 
And, as he ftoop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieſt and book, and book and prieſt. 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 
Ped. What ſaid the wench, when he roſe up again? 
Bion. Trembled and ſhook ; for why! he ſtamp'd 
As if the vicar went to cozen him. [and ſwore, 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine; a health, quoth he, as if 
H'ad been aboard, caroufing to his mates 
After a ſtorm ; quaff d off the muſcadel, 
And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 
Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The bride about the neck, and kiſs'd her lips 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting, 
All the church echo'd ; and I, ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me 
| know the rout is coming. | 
Such a mad marriage never was before———{ Mufic. 
Hark, hark! I hear the minſtrels play, 
Enter Petruchio finging ; Catharine, Bianca, Hor- 
tenſio, and Baptiſta, 
Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, [pains 3 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding-cheer; 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence; | 
And therefore, here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. 1s't poſſible you will away to- night ? 
Per. I muſt away to-day, before night come. 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay; 
And, honeſt company, I thaak you all, 
That have beheld me give away myſelf 
To this moſt patient, iweet and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 
Hor. Let me intreat you, ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. ; 
Bi. Let me intreat you, that my fiſter ſtay ; 
come on purpoſe to attend the wedding, 
And paſs this day in mirth and feſtival. 
| Pet. It cannot be. 
Cath. Let me intreat you. 
Pet. I am content. 
Cath. Are you content to ſtay ? 
Pet. I am content, you ſhall intreat my ſtay 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 
Cath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. | 
Pet. My horſes, there! What ho, my horſes, 
Cath. Nay then, ; there 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to-day; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleaſe myſelf; 
The door is open, Sir, there lies your way; 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green. 
For me, I'll not go till I pleaſe myſelf; 


I Tis like you'll prove ajolly, ſurly groom, 


To take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. [gry. 
Bap. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee, be not an- 
Cath. I will be angry; what baſt thou to do; 
Father, be quiet, he ſhall tay my leiſure. 


Bien. A bridegroom ſay you ! tis a groom indeed; 
A grumb:ing groom, and that the girl ſhall find, 

Ped. Curfter than ſhe ? why, tis impoſſible. 

Zion. Why, he's a devil ; a devil! a very fiend ! 


Her. Aye, marry, Sir, now it begins to work: 
Cath. Geatlemen, forward to the bridal dinner. 
I ſee a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit to reſiſt. 
Per. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command, 


Ped. Why ſhe's a devil z a devil! the devil's dam. Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 


Bien. Tut ! ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to hjm. 
Flt tell you, brother Pedro, when the prieſt 


4 


Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer ; 
Carouſe full meaſure to her maidgabead "RAY IN 
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Be mad and merry, or go hang yourſelves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me, 

Nay look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 

I] wil! be maſter of what is mine own; 

She is my goods, my chattels; the is my houſe, 

My houſhold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, 

My horſe, my ox, my als, my any thing ; 

And here ſhe ſtands, touch her whoever dare; 

I'll bring my action on the proudeſt he, 

That ſtops my way in Padua, Petruchio, 

Draw forth thy weapon, thou'rt beſet with thieves ; 

Reſcue ti wife then, if thou be a man. 

Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee, 

Ill buckler thee -gainſt a million, Kate, [Kate; 
[ Exeunt Pet. and Cath. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Her. Ot all mad maiches never was the like. 
What's your opinion of your gentle fiſter? 

Bi. That being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly match'd. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends, tho' bride and bride- 
For to ſupply the places at the table; [groom want 
You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt— 
Hortenſio, you ſupply the bridegroom's place, 

And let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. 

Bi. My ſiſter's room! were I in her's, indeed, 
This ſwaggerer ſhould repent his inſolence. [ Excunt. 
Enter Grumio. 

Gru, Fie, fie, on all jades, and all mad maſters, 
and all foul ways! was ever man ſo beaten! was ever 
man ſo raide ! was ever man ſo weary! I am ſent be- 
fore to make a fire, and they are coming after to warm 
them : Now were I not a little pot, and ſoon hot, 
my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue 
to the root of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere 
I ſhould come by a fite, to thaw me; but I, with 
blowing the fire, ſhall warm myſelf, for, conſidering 
the weather, a taller man than 1 will take cold. — 
Holla, hoa, Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Cur. Who is it that calls ſo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may ſt 
fide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater 
a run but my headand my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Cur. Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Cru Oh, aye, Curtis, aye; and therefore, fire, fire, 
caſt on no water. 

Cur. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before the froſt ; but 
thou know'ſt winter tames man, woman, and beaſt, 
for it bath tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſ- 
treſs, and myſelf, fellow Curtis, 

Cur. Away, you thick-pated fool, I am no beaſt. 

Gru. Where's the cook ? is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trimm d, ruſhes ftrew'd, cobwebs ſwept, the ſerv- 
ing-men ln their new fuſtian, their white ſtockings, 
and every officer his wedding-garments on? be the 
1 fair within, the Jill's fair without, carpets 

aid, and every thing in order ? 

Cur. All ready: and therefore, I pray thee, what 
news ? 

Gru. Firſt, know my horſe is tired, my maſter and 
miſtreſs fall'n out. 

Cur, How? 

Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt: and 
thereby hangs a tale. 

Cur, Let's ha t, good Grumio, 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Cur. Here. 


Gru. There. [ Strikes bim. 


Curt This is to feel a tale, not to hear à tale. 

Cru. And therefore is call'd a ſenfible tale : and 
this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beſeech 
likening, Now I begin i Imprimir, we came down 


a foul hill, my maſter riding behind my miſtreſs, 

Cur. Both on one horſe ? pt Ts 

Gru. Whatzs that to thee? tell thou the tale. But 
hadſt thou not croſt me, thou ſhould' have heard 
how her horſe fell, and ſhe under her horſe; thou 
ſhould*ſ have heard in how miry a place; bow the 
was bemon'd; how he left her with the horſe upon 
herz how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtumbled; 
how ſhe waded through the dirt to pluck him off 
me; how he ſwore; how ſhe pray d, that never pray'd 
before! how | cry d; how the horſes ran away; bow 
her bridle was burſt; how 1 luſt my crupper; how 
my miſtreſs Loſt her ſlippers, tore and bemir'd her 
garments, limp'd to the farm-houſe, put on Rebec- 
ca's old ſhoes and. petticoat; with many things wor- 
thy of memory, which now ſhall die in oblivion, and 
thou return unexperienc'd to thy grave. 


Cru. Aye, for the nonce—and that thou and the 
proudeſt of you all ſhall find, when he come home. 
But what talk I of this! call forth Nathaniel, Jo- 
ſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarſop, and the 
reſt : let their heads be ſleek comb'd, their blue coats 
bruſh'd, and their garters of an indifferent knit; let 
them curt'ly with their left legs, and not preſume to 
touch a hair of my maſter's horſe tail, till they kiſs 
their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Cur. They are, 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Cur. Do you hear, ho! Nathaniel, Joſeph, Ni- 
chola:— Where are you? 

Emer Nathaniel, Philip, Cc. 

Nath. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Per. What, Grumio ! 

Nich. Fellow Grumio! 

Nath. How now, old lad! 

Gru. Welcome you; how now, you; what you; 
fellow you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
ſpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat? 

Nat. All things are ready. How near is our maſter? 

Cru. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and there- 
fore be not—Cock's paſſion! ſilence, I hear my maſter. 

| Enter Petruchio and Catharine, 

Pet, Where are theſe knaves? What, no man 
at door, to hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my horſe ? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ? 

All Ser. Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet. Here, Sir; here, Sir; here, Sir; here, Sir? 
You logger-headed, and unpoliſh'd groome: 
What no attendance, no regard, no duty? 

Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before? 

Gru. Here, Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 

Pet. Y ou peaſant ſwain,you whore ſon malt -horſe 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, [drudge, 
And bring along theſe raſcal knaves with thee ? 

Gru. Nathaniel's coat, Sir, was not fully 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'th* heel ; 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 

And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing, 
There were none fine bet Adam, Ralph, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly : 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go, raſcals, go, and fetch my ſupper in. 

[ Exeunt S 

(Sings. ] „% Where is the life that late I led? 
%% Where are thoſe” Sit down, Kate, 
And welcome; „ Soud, foud, ſoud, ſoud. 

Enter Servants with Supper. 

Why, when, 1 ſay? Nay, good ſweet _ be merry. 
Off with my boots you rogue: you villains, whe! 
(Sings. ] „ it was a fryar of orders grey a 


As bs forth walked on hie way.” 


Cur. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe, 
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6 
Out, out, you rogue: you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 


Strikes bim. 


Be merry, Kate, —Some water here. What hoa! 
Where's my ſpaniel Troilus?—Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my coufin Ferdinand come hither 
One, Kate, that you muſt kiſs and be acquainted with. 
Where are my ſlippers? —Shall I have ſome water ? 
Enter Servant with Water. 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily. 
Servant lets fall the Water. 
You whoreſon villain, will you let it fall? 

Cath. Patience, I pray you, twas a fault unwilling, 

Pet. A whoreſon, beetle-headed, flap-ear dnave 
Come, Kate, fit down; I know you have a ſtomach. 

' Cath. Indeed I have: . 

And never was repaſt ſo welcome to me. 
Pet. Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe 
What's this, mutton ? {hall 1? 

Ser, Yes. | 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Ser. I. 

Per. Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meat 
What dogs are theſe! Where is the raſcal cook ? 
How durſt you, villain, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thas to me, that love it not ? 
There; take it to you, trenchers, cups and all. 

[ Throws the Meat, &c. about, 
You heedleſs jolt heads, and unmanner'd ſlaves. 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ſtraight, 
85 ; [ Exeunt all the Servants. 

Cath. I pray you, huſband, be not ſo diſquiet, 
The meat was well, and well I could have eat, 

If you were ſo difpoſed ; I'm fick with faſting. 

Per. I tell thee, K ate, twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſsly am forbid to touch it: 

For it engenders choler, planteth anger; 

And better it were that both of us did faſt, 

Since of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric, 

Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted fleſh. 

Re patient; to-morrow it ſhall be mended, 

And for this night we'll faſt for company. 
Some, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. [ Exe. 
n Enter Nathaniel and Peter. 

Nath. Peter, didſt thou ever ſee the like ? 

Pet. He kills her in her own humour. I did not 
think ſo good and kind a maſter cou'd have put on 
ſo reſolute a beuring. 

Gru. Where is he? 

tat Tin Enter Curtis, 

Car. In her chamber, making a ſermon of con- 
tinency to her, and rails, and ſwears, and rates; 
and ſhe, poor ſoul, knows not which way to ſtand, 
to look, to ſpeak ; and fits as one new riſen from a 

dream. Away, away, for he is coming hither. [ Exe. 
3 Enter Petruchio, 

Pet. Thus have J, politickly, begun my reign, 
nd tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully: 
Iy falcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
qd till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg'd, 
or then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 
+ Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To male her come; and know her keeper's call: 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe kites, 
That bit, and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat: 

Laft night ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhall not; 
As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 
Ju frag about the making of the bed; Sy 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter; 
This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets; 
Aye, and amid this hurly, I'll pretend 


That all is done in reyerent care of her; | 
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And in concluſion ſhe ſhall watch all night: 

And if ſhe chance to nod, I'll! rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindneſs, 

And thus I'll curb her mad and head-ſtrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew , 

Now let him ſpeak, 'tis charity to ſhew. 


NY" ON 
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Enter Catharine and Grumio, 
O, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life, 
Cath. The more my wrong the more 
his ſpite appears: 

What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 

Beggars that come unto my father's door, 

Upon intreaty have a preſent alms ; 

If not, elſewhere they meet with charity: 

But I, who never knew how to intreat, 

Nor ever needed that I ſhould intreat, 

Am ſtarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of ſleep ; 

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 

And that which ſpites me more than all theſe wants, 

He does it under name of perfect love; 

As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat, 

"T were deadly ſickneſs, or elſe preſent death 

I pr'ythee go and get me ſome tepaſf; 

[ care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 

Gru. What ſay you to a neat's foot? 

Cath. Tis paſſing good; I pr'ythee let me have it. 

Gru, I fear, it is too flegmatick a meat, 

How ſay you to a fat tripe finely boil'd ? 

Cath, I like it well, good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell fear, it's choterick : 

What ſay you to a piece of beef and muſtard ? 
Cat b. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Aye, but the muſtard is too hot a little, 
Cath, Why then the beef, and let the muſtard reft. 
Gru. Nay, that I will not, you ſhall have the muſ- 

Or elſe you get no beef of Grumio: ſtard, 

Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

Gru, why then, the muſtard, dame, without the 

beef. | | 

Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding ſlave, 

[ Beats bin. 

That feed'ft me only with the name of meat: 

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 

That triumph thus upon my miſery. 

Go, get thee gone, I ſay. 

Enter Petruchio. 

Per. How fares my Kate ? 

What, ſweeting, all amort? Miſtreſs, what cheer? 

Cath. Faith, as cold as can be. Rd 

Pet. Pluck up thy fpirits, look chearfully upon me. 

For now my honey-love we are refreſh'd— 

Cath. Refreſh'd, with what? 

Per. We will return unto thy father's houſe, 

And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 

Wirth filxzen coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruffs, and cuffs, aud fardingals, and things: 

With ſcarffs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry, 

Now thou haſt eat, the taylor ſtays thy leifure, ' 

To deck thy body with his ruſtling treaſure. 

| Enter Taylor. 

Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 

Enter Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gown What news with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak, 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porringer 

A velvet diſh. Fye, fye, tis lewd and filthy ! 

Why 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-ſhell, F 


Gru. 


| 


A nack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 
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Thou lyeſt, thou thread, thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half- yard, quarter, nail— | 


Away with itz come, let me have a bigger. 

Cath. Fil have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

And gegtlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe. 
Pet. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 

And not till then, 

Cath, Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will; I am no child, no babe; 

Your betters have endur'd me ſay my mind; 

And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears; 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe, my heart concealing it, will break : 

And rather than it ſhall, 1 will be free, 

E'en to the utmoſt, as I pleaſe, in words. 

Pet. Thou (ay'i true, Kate, it is a paultry cap; 
A cuſtard coffin, bauble, ſillcen pie, 

I love thee well, in that thou lik'ſ it not. 

Cath. Love me, or love me not, 1 like the cap, 
And I will have it, or I will have none. ſee t. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why aye, come, taylor, let me 
O mercy Heav'n! what maſking tuff is here ? 
What's this, a ſleeve? Tis like a demi-canon ; 
What up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ! 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and ſliſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a cenſor in a barber's ſhop. 

Why, what the devil's name, taylor, call'ſt thou this? 
Gru. I ſee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown. 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 

According to the faſhion of the time. 

Pet. Marry and did : but if you be remember'd, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, hop me over every kennel home; 

For you ſhall hop without my cuftom, Sir. 

I'll none of it; hence, make your beſt of it, 

Cath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable: 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. [thee. 
Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet of 
Tay. She ſays your worſhip means to make a 

puppet of her. 

Pet. O | moſt monſtrous arrogance ! 


Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket, thou 
Brav'd in my own houſe, with a ſkein of thread 
Away, thou rag! thou quantity, thou remaant, 
Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 

As thou ſhall think on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt: 
I tell thee, I, that thou haſt marr'd the gown. 

Tay. Your worſhip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 
juſt as my maſter had direction; Grumio gave or- 
cer how it ſhould be done. ; 

Cru. I gave him no order, I gave him the tuff, 

Tay. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made? 

Gru. Matry, Sir, with a needle and thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeſt to have it cut ? 

Gru. Tho' thou haſt fac'd many things, face not 
me: I ſay vato thee, I bid thy maſter cut the gown, 
but [did not bid him cutit to pieces; Ergo, thou lieſt. 

Tay. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to tei- 

Pet. Read it. [tify. 

Tay. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied gown. 

Cru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid a looſe-bodied gown, 
ſew me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death 
with a bottom of brown thread: I ſaid, a gown.— 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. With a ſmall compaſs cape. 

Gru. I confeſs the cape. 

Tay. With a trunk ſleeve. 

Gru. I confeſs two ſleeves. 

Tay. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pa. Aye, there's the villainy. = 

Gru. Error ith' bill, Sir; error i'th* bill: I com- 
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upon again and that I'll prove upon thee, tho' thy 
little finger be arm'd ia a thimble. 

Tay. This is true that I ſay; an' I had thee in 
4 place thou ſhould'ſt know it. 7 

Cru. I am for thee, ſtraight; come on, you parch- 
ment ſhred ! 8 [ They fight. 

Pet. What, chickens ſpar in preſence of the kite! 
I'll ſwoop upon you both. Out, out, ye vermin 

{ Beats them off. 

Cath. For Heav'n's ſake, Sir, have patience ' how 
you fright me ! | | Crying. 

Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your 
Even in theſe honeſt, mean habiliments: { father's, 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich; 

And as the ſun breaks thro' the darkeſt cloud, 

So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 

What, is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are moſt beautiful ? 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 

Becauſe his painted ſkin contents the eye? 

O no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe 

For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou account'ſt it ſhame, lay it on me; 
And therefore frolick; we will hence, forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's houſe, 

Go call my then, and bring our horſes out. 

Cath. O happy hearing! Let us ſtraight be gone; 
I cannot tarry here another day, 

Pet. Cannot, my Kate l O fie! indeed you cans 
Befides, on ſecond thoughts, tis now too late, 
For look how bright and goodly ſhines the moon. 

Cath. The moon! the ſun; it is not moon- light nov. 

Pet. I ſay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 

Cath. I ſay it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 

Pet. Now, by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what | li, 

Or e'er I journey to your father's houſe ; 

Go on, and fetch our horſes back again; 
Evermore croſt, and croſt; nothing but ctoſt! 
Cru. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Cath. I ſes tis vain to ſtruggle with my bonds; 
So be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe 

And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
Henceforth I vow, it ſhall be ſo for me. 

Pet. I ſay it is-the moon. 

Cath. I know it is the moon. 

Pet. Nay, then you lye, it is the bleſſed ſun. 

Cath. Juſt as you pleaſe, it is the bleſſed ſunz 
But ſun it is not, when you lay it is not; 

And the moon changes, even as your mind; 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is, 
And ſo it ſhall be for your Catharine. 7 

Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl ſhall 
And not unluckily, againſt the bias: [rung 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here, 

And ſtops our journey. F 

Enter Baptiſta, Hortenſio and Bianca. 
Good-morrow, gentle miftreſs, where away ? 
Tetl me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What ſtars do ſpangle Heav'n with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heav'nly face? 
Fair lovely maid, once more good-cay to thee, 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 

Bap. What's all this ? 

Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and 
Whicher away, or where is thy abode ? [ ſweet, 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; r 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his bedfellow. 


manded the Qleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'c 


9 1 


| Bi, What mummery is this? 


- » * 
Pe. Why, how now, Kate; I hope thou art no 
This is Baptiſta, our old reverend father; [mad! 
And not a maiden, as thou ſayſt he is. 
Cath. Pardon, dear father, my miſtaken eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazzled with the ſun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green; 
Now I perceive thou art my reverend father: 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. [ Kneels. 
Bap. Riſe, riſe, my child; what ſtrange vigary's 
I came to ſee thee with my ſon and daughter. | this? 
How lik'ft thou wedlock? Art not alter'd Kate? 
Cath. Indeed I am. I am transform'd to ſtone. 
Pet. Chang d for the better much; art not my Kate? 
Cat. So good a maſter cannot chuſe but mend me. 
Her. Here is a wonder, if you talk of wonders. 
Bap. And ſo it is; I wonder what it bodes ? 
Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet 
And awful rule, and right ſupremacy ; life, 
And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy! 
Bi. Was ever woman's ſpirit broke ſo foon ! 
What is the matter, Kate? hold up thy head, 
Nor loſe our fſex's beſt prerogative, 
To wiſh and have our will, 
Pet. Peace, brawler, peace, 
Or 1 will give the meek Hortenſio, 
Your huſband, there, my taming recipe. 
Bi. Lord, never let me have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till 1 be brought to ſuch a filly paſs. 
Gru. [ To Bap. ] Did I not promiſe you, Sir, my 
maſter's diſcipline wou'd work miracles ? 
Bap. I ſcarce believe my eyes and ears. 
Bi. His eyes and ears had felt theſe fingers ere 
He ſhou'd have moped me ſo. 
- Cath, Alas! my fiſter [ woman, 
Pet. Catharine, I charge thee tell this headftrong 
What duty tis ſhe owes her lord and huſband, 
Bi. Come, come, you're mocking, we will have 
Pet, Come on, | ſay. [no telling. 
Bi. She ſhall not. 
Hor. Let us hear, for both our ſakes, good wife, 
Per. Catharine, begin, 
Cath. Fie, fie! unknit that threat'ning, unkind 
And dart not ſcornful glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor; 
he blots thy beauty, as frofts bite the meads, 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds, 
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And in no ſenſe is meet or amiable, 
Pet. Why, well ſaid Kate, 

Cath, A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty 

And while it is ſo, none fo dry or thirſty 

Will deign to ſip, or touch a drop of it. 

Bi. Siſter, be quiet—— 
Pet. Nay, learn you that lefſlon—On, on, I ſay. 
Cath. Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy ſovereign; one that cares for thee, 

And for thy maintenance; commits his body 

To painful labour, both by ſea and land, 

To watci the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 

While thou lieſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, tair looks, and true obedience ; 

Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, fon Petruchio, 

The battle's won, and thou canſt keep the fields 
Pet. Oh! fear me not 
Bap. Then, my now gentle Cath'rine, 

Go home with me along, and I will add 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For thou arc changed as thou hadſt never been, 
Pet, My fortune is ſufficient. Here's my wealth, 

Kits me, my Kate; and fince thou art become 

So prudent, kind, and dutiful 2 wife, 

Petruchio here ſhall doff the lordly huſband; 

An honeſt maſk, which I throw off with pleaſure, 

Far hence all rudeneſs, wilfulneſs, and noiſe, 

And be our future hves one gentle ſtream 

Of mutual love, compliance and regard. 

Cath. Nay, then I'm all unworthy of thy love, 

And look with bluſhes on my former ſelf, 

Pet. Good Ka'e, nomore; this is beyond my hopes: 
[ Gees forward with Catharine in bis Hand. 

Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 

Even ſuch a woman oweth to her huſband x 

And when ſhe's troward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſour, 

And not obedient to his honeſt will; 

What is ſhe but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord? 

How ſhameful tis, when women are ſo ſimple 

To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace z 

Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy and ſway, 

Where bound to love, to honour, and obey | 
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